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, You kindly interest yourself in my future
.views and prospects: there I can give you no
light; it is all

" Dark as was chaos ere the infant sun
Was rolTd together, or had try'd his beams
Athwart the gloom profound."

The appellation of a Scottish bard is by far
my highest pride; to continue to deserve it is
my   most   exalted   ambition.      Scottish scenes
and Scottish story are the themes I could wish
to sing*    I have no dearer aim than to have it
in my   power,   unplagued with the routine of
business, for which,  heaven knows! I am unfit
.enough, to make leisurely pilgrimages through
Caledonia; to sit on the fields  of her battles;
to wander on the romantic banks of her rivers;
and to muse by the stately towers or venerable
ruins, once the honoured abodes of her heroes.

But these are all Utopian thoughts: I have
dallied long enough with life; 'tis time to be in
earnest. 1 have a fond, an aged mother to care
for: and some other bosom ties perhaps equally
tender. Where the individual only suffers by
the consequences of his own thoughtlessness,
Indolence, or folly, he may be excusable: nay,
shining abilities, and some of the nobler virtues,

may